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A Lty thoidly he made the offer
P golog W leave the browin e
with you, If you'd Hke bor'

“It's good of you to think of 1L
you oan sell ber well,
tha monsy."”

"I Know, But T want you to have
her, 1 tradod te gel her for you"

Courtney would uor spoll his plins-
ure, O course, 1 LS noeeplance
Balted, “No, give hor o by

Mark shook his head. 1
to have har

‘Ho newids o good horse,

Hut
And you'li nesd

Hodges."
What you

The onms

ha hus—"

It owis actnle tende Mark: nsasrted
detensivily

A turn of the rond brought them

within eight of a great Wil that stood
weross the valley. Over Its level top

swopt Do fltered  pore thrsugh
miny leasies o forest It hill
tho vilhige eodlod it Gnding bunioroiis

it ter therein

Couttney pollitad Thiat 18 whers
this dontor wants o Bl s shitiito
rhum for contsimptives”

SEoBnow, K eroked gver thit

Ho'll pover do 10"

'Perchnps not. 1t would b too had
I Courtney adiled  guistly L0 (3 1
big Ided”

Mitrk Tooked T st the WL s
thoteh  from thee site of thet sipilad
rlum do Soodn might be ahugie] #omes
hint of the menning of the “hlg 1l

Aftor o whitle lo wand stowly, “Woulild

Fou Feally Pl B hove e e T
CHAPTER IL

The Path of Youth,

Had flenard Courtney  thought o

Took back b bk o dododescenie e
ettt have pnderstooad s Tullire

Mark, Whose Life, the firenohial st

posed, was o I over hy

ivle T

houks ani wernotE onopurpasn, i
fgbitioss nud olonn Dvine. was in et
goeliig nodraede of it anothor sort
unrola within Him

Compntbotghip,  apes songht, [[ET
puiddenly Lo dktgstoful e wis
happy only when watidertng alige s
the woods, 1l gun on  shonhive, or
dritting liazily o hiis e

After o period, Quring which b

body shot up to s Bl Belght, whole
somie  todl wnd o stady huglvd  hin
thoughts and Richard Courtney hegan
to nuriure vain hopes, oectieeed jn
avenl of no small lmporianee to many
young gentlemen of  Hathael 1ty

Murtin, prowd pessessor of o diplomae
declnring to thowe swho cnred o e
ruse that she hod mastersd dertaln
arts, came home to o exhibit oo oobl itk

pertection the produet of edocation

Ples wpis eetietiong Inte From an aft
ernon’s hailt o the woods  behind
thiee Mbrttn fntn, when e e poetl
|_'| ety fain Bee o @b i
Hhe wae atimding otea Bttle Kaob, gits
fug wbsontly anto the fing <ky  Hiw
BVeE fedy Tooegontton wak  Touehod
Tog e dunde, Vhe gl glins of thie dylng
Ay g bep e pedisbvoneds nied B
pikent fenlity gaye hor o seeming of

mottulness that sbished Bl mosed
him wtimneely.  He thoueht he beheld
onue fwr fnor and puror than any of
the  cluyey orantur his e had
touched,  Hhwe suw him oand gmiled
fuintly Flant At Wit n an
BEony of ponfuston sl awkwardnsss
Bevause he did not Snow how to de
part, o found himselt watking home
with her, snd whaer ho pradsed thoe
phensiaita sl over hig shouliler, ‘on
noosdedeny glad gl e guye to
lor and #he guite naturally aecepted

I'his was n
weer
lost that im

the teophy of his huant
prophooy, hat b
I owae long before he

WHE T

preasbon of hor, the frall spieitiike
Eiel of thi (dusk vt thotigh rlper
weguiintanes bt hove taaeht him
that sha was ndesd & dwedler upon
the sarth, Ho whispcoed ber orme to
hiumselr, thinking it et pontry,  Hin
destre to “do something beonmad &
buridme lmphtlenée to do by nd
splendid desds that would prova hik
metthe  Ha wag, o word, 1 hoy who
thought Wimeelf in love

Cope o ndghin, o still wintor's night

wnow

amed on the
slolelibedls

ent, whon he KiKR

when moonlight gh
nwud the chines of
to the enehin]
her, with o sonss of
diid not resiat
Noowondor, thon,
proachod pur ok in valn? (HI

e e

Richard Courtnny
pupll's

horlzon was (lnd with o pugpiss pot
hig own,  Even the prascher's Heom
prihenstble outburst was forgutten, ns

the boy went to hin tryst that Sabboth
Afternoon.

For a mile he deove carofully and
then, lettiig out the migee,
fourish of speed drew Gp befure the
house of Squbre Martin, It was the
most pretontions In the valley

Soon Unity appearsd, fresh and
dilnty in hor white dross and pink
hat, followed by hor stster BSusan

bearing o heavy pastiboard box, While
Mark awkwardly helped his lady into
the buggy, Busan alipped the box un-
der the seat.  Mark got in and the
brown mare, needing no  command,
Btarted awny,

“I put up some lunch,” Sasan called
after them, “Don't forget to eat 1"

“And #0," breathed Unity, “you're
really golng awny—ut last! How did
you happen to declde to go just now?

“] don't know. It just came to me
the other day that | couldn't stay here
any longer. Somehow, ever sluce we
began to talk of the clty, this place
has seamed so small and sbut In—uantil
this morning.”

*Until this morning™ in  some

“rhen it seemed kind o' coxy and—
and protected. | hate lo leave it. I
bate to leave you, Unity.”

#And 1'll hate to have you go, But,

with o |

of course, voiu must Anid then b

fore very Jonk, vou'll come buek- nd
Lke miet wiy with you

Por a0 while lo silenes they  guve
this prospect the comdiderslion it i

sorvadl Then

O, 1Tnity, how cunoyou love e
gol'

She was ahle o wnwwer him on this

ot b wWay 1o silisty Nlpk miid vel
Wever  him fmibdy grareinl o his

vl e tortue

Db shadows wers quite dong When
they  espled A goedt dar rock oW
elehirtioe o Hrtle swny trom the roai
A Phaeese fn i de i ions ATy thue
they sobendy asser tisd soas Bikoa fore
tslto, Hiey  remomborid b il the
Todiaede gt o by thas thoneh ol Snsin
Algwiiedl  they spent n rapluross
Bowre whtentige the sun glide dowl 1o
it Ehet Bklin

dbiet  Beoke ow e silepes 1900 day,
droamily You're gotngg T e Yery
rich wrent ym

LA™ L g hd My b I d=nt Al
Witk s # ek o gen Pleh il

“Hut eyveryhiody sage youo wilk”

rvhoily dn  Tothel-may  nof
Kt Uhedl Wi ptedd ety a0
will  for you  And the
He got down o the rock and
lttod his nrms o hor St slond un
cortnin, Liwilkhug down ot hlm he
glow  of the supnset was still upon
Paar: B0 Nl eédod wiss pnotiior glive

Frops within, for himg
Bhe mensundd the distanie to the

P ogrpnd =Mt wasd abiiost her awn hetght
thaar, with w gasp for her doaring, she
pprice futo Digarm e canght e

windd el D, Idesting Ter o ol
Wiy, Uhilestdly, Bhe g '
ek hehitersl droutid s ek

s

Wik Ta g

her of
sl clisng ve
She wnmod Bovamubo
1 forieel ey
oubidn’t hend —thnt."
I ow bl et fueget.”

wly. ‘ith, Mark
ouk therse 11

VoL Wi

A liwt hedght shatr refleeted froem
the eriison west fooded thetr 1t
climrtng, felbapon her  And Thist %as
the  pleturs of  her he oseeted: Sout
thore™  Linglty dn the sdusbl glow
ey i) elivakd altine with love, de
pifbng bt only snd Bot that e would
win -

. . . . . . .

“LAttle late, aln't ve?" Stmon greot
ed Murk Hut there was no peproof
fn the words, und po question, he as
spmed no right to pry into his son's
wifirs

“lvey been aking o drive,” Mark
hewesfiag
Shmon foese aid wept dnto the pan

ty. Ho returied, earrsing s plteheg

“if You Ever Get Rich—Come Back
Here and Bulld a Steel Plant.”

of milk and u plate plied high with
huttered bread

Y1 kept this ready far vo
ve might b hungry

Thought

Mark was not hongry, but he ate
with n show of great relich. | Bome in-
stinet told hlm not to decline this
Hitle moryleo

"Gueks yo're purty glnd to git awny
from hara?

In the morning Mark wonld have
anpwored with an unguadiiisd “Yes ™
Now he sald, *1 am—and I'm not*
He drew a long beeath that was al-

miowt n sighe “It's ke golng tn swim-
ming in April”

“Ye're rlght to go” Slinon sald, "1
wouldn't want ye ta atny. There aln't
any prospect fur & young man round
hera"”

He rowe, and going to the ’I||-lm:ml
fumbled among the dighes, “When ha
peturned, he lild befors Mmh A worn
pocketbook of leather. Muoark opened
1t and glaneed at s contents

Ho looked up questioningly. “Why,
there must be ‘most a thousand dol- |
Inrsl"

“Jesat thnt
yar

Impulsively Mark pushed it back
townrd Stmon  “But 1 ean't take 1L

I've been savin' It fur ®nglo

Ho weat agaln 1o the eupboard and
ook down a battersd tin candlestick.
Ha lglited e candls and  started
townrd the lnward door. Half-wsy, he
stopped  abruptly and turned, his
mouth working strangely.

“If yo ever git rich,” he dragged the
words out slowly, even painfully,
*eome back here au' bulld a steel
plagt. There's a heap of fine coal an'
fron fn these hilly, an' tho river an'
raitroad'l glve ye good transportation.
This valloy's meant fur it 1 was Jest
a Httle too carly—an’ & Hitle oo igno-
rant, 1 reckon,  Bul ye're smarter an'
better schoaled than me, an' the tima's
mmlu'. I'd Uke to soe o Truitt build

'\u ver before had  Stmon Trultt
spokon of his dream and fullure to his
R

“Why, yes,"
sudden pltying
whout Ie”

Mark apswerod, on &
fmpulse, UL think

ek, Keep thinkin' ghout it Ite—
Its i big ew"
Mark started  The phrase again!

Simo wont 1o the window and peersd
Gt ko thie gllvery oleht--tovward the
wonth Then hemoseld heavily toward
e dodor By fuenid ngalng the Mck-
vritg theht from the chudle thirew the
HWited pationt Gaee tnto #hanp retlet

ool glght, Mark™

it night, fother

The doot closud.  For many minutes

AMark. 0t alone, abaently tingored the

povketbhook and thought of the man
vhiy' Tl given bt 1o hime ‘Then he
Bbisw ot W lmep wodd rose from the
Ll

He, 1o, piugied st the window and
looked ot nto the olght, towsrd the
sonth e tebed to see the sleeping

villoy i his futher had dreamed 1,
wlleht with the fires of many furnnces,
pilpltint with the rimble of  many
ettt Lo thousht he sdw 1L

Tl pieturs fididd  He saw only &

vigun  shadowy mass in n mooniit

idow, e dismontied torge, sllent
wiltiepsd that for those who march
g e battlefnld tht s vuling in:
dustry e no thied choten 'Thisy must
eutgier—or b oonguered!

CHAPTER Il

The Masters,
Ho foind himself, & lonely fopeign

Newre ko ing not whither he would
gin, seliow In the oity s heart,

e bodd i to thn peineipel thor-
BUTR LT Ul atry bowd begun to guit
Wt ] they peleased tollors wora
pevir b it the atret, hin eiidbass une |

Filerread Borde, hovilloss of Bl as they

ey of ol another Nevir hisfora had
T siens vor sy paeaprle

Mo tud nocomfused wense of heing

wrckod WO 0 nrow, gloomy canyon
throuet whivh poured & flood of hu.
gangurroug Lo

Wilty, it treachoroun,

et with ooy orusscarments, Counts

wan i the unnstural twl
Beht, Wivesitned by him) n stranger
Lo to Wi, fox featured, restiess of

Palt dockiess foll He padved stnder

noteny gien, The Senecn. Through &
groat plateglass window he saw &
gy red and gl tterior hraken by
many  columing that o the 1l|!‘lpt'rl

By WOt d st esenbind mnetile Unt:
A s Well-
dressial men loungst L ensy chales or
winitired dolsarely nbout. Muny lights
hriad brillbantly [ Jooked within
Moty

Whith
after this expetslve
m o porier wpon  m  and
snntehed from his hands the saeient
cirped ik thiat iedd lits slondor ward-
|"|'I

Ihie way sub!

Hav follawssd the porter to the deak,
painfully  rors flgure he
Ut uneonfh ont of A clerk

forn wourried Lo o,

hiee dehated whether or not to !
hintking hostelry, .

Wil

tlotie of the

(1TTRE

of Tofty mien placed &1 open reglster
befire Wi

Wit vour game horw™

Mark wrole it

“Atd your towh

hesitatedd and then
ol his hend

This mudpee of

with a
firmly

Murk
o e
woroln

In thw

d lower

thig el
oin that nlght many
Etllen wors enst Wt the taw country
voutt,  Me did not regaed hittnsell as
n gubject for micth:  As he attacked
the stenngs vinnde thy Walter et bis
fiaree Bis, o Jttle « inNdenee
peturneld. Tho vivid gopse of & erusl,
overpowering  entity fuded  Home
wickness for Hethel the retuge, sube
ﬂl'l"':

He began to take In dotalls of the
novel suene droutd him

His ears straloed 1o enteh the s
mirks that floated to Mm from the
nelghboring tables, It won v strange
tongue  he  hewred, Vghtly disoelesing
topdes thnt would hivve busted the ROk

dlnlig

o hiw wisllg

wlps of Hethel for o wsin Thers was
A roung man who sore digmonds and
talkod In n loud and  linpressive
farhiom

L Flizabuth, 1 ses, broke the

record  nEnli. Citiznbeth, 1t

opad, wis not g pace

devel

horss, But apn of

the Qulnby 8tecl compans ‘s Mast fur
naces ) “Yes sir! Moo forly thoys
sand tons. Hoeoley save- | ililnk wo
tywall - wo're golug 1o have (e bigs
Rost Bt veur vt Noeo, 1 don'd
just exoetly know hlm, bt 1 know
people thnt do—And Towy Henloy's

golig 1o be the blgeest atee]l man In
the bhusinews

guele hin Nfiy thousand
w yonr nlready Muctlrogor and
Quinby? Oh, they're the gihest. They
Iot the others moake t #ton] whila

they mike ths me
Fom Henle

¥ See® Ha! ha!
& the hratng of the
Quinhy crowd And ho'i the gee—ede
wsl apeculator, Worth his half-
milllon, they ‘-t) and aln't vver thirty-
fiviv

And nm wins the city from another
Tom Henluy, vvidently, bad the
monster well in hand

The name had o familiar ring, Mark
drew from his pocket o letter Richard

It won't leave you nanything, and 1| Courtney had given him that morning.

don't need it. I've mt moro'n flve |
hundred of my own"

“I'd ruther ye'd take 1t,” Simon in- |

alsted heavlly. “It'll comg in handy.
If yo don't nesd It, yo cun’ find a safe
place fur it An' ye can pay it back,
If ya over git rich. 1" he repeatad,
“I've be'n savin' It fur ye.
yo'd go awny mome day an' | wanted
ye to take somethin'—frum me"

Upon It wus tnwribed, “To Thomas
Henley, Esquirs.”

“Ho may bs willing to help you
find work,” Courtuey had sald, “i he
reméembers me.”

Mark regarded the letter thought
fully. He wondered what wan in Ik

1 knowed | After & moment's hesitation he opened

~=it was unsealed—and read jL
“My Dwar Henley"

the letter ram, |

Mark's hand went slowly to the| "I am sending you one who is the '

pocketbook. “All right, futhor'
words fell awkwarcly.

back some day. And—thank you"

The | work of my handa.
“n mr it| man of pars, ‘good friends,’ ps we

He s n nnul

say up here in Dathel, Iilh work,’

“Ye're quite welcome,” answered | Also he 'lius a nose for money.! They
Simon With quaint formality.

.| sre qualities for which you, m|

.

can help Mm find o market, . . ]

pay ho I8 my handlwork; but he in
an uninished product. What, 1 won-

der, will the uew life that succeeds
me 48 his mentor make of him? Per.
hapa 1 should let him sirike out for
himse!f and learn st once the ugly

ceruwelty of the struggle that now seema
to him so glorfous, Hut wi oldsters
have the habit of helping youth to the
sugar-ylums of which we hnve learned
the aftertuste And this In.

troduction ls the last thing 1 cun do
tor a young man who means much to
me."

After many mwinutes’ study Mark
ecame to his declsion. He wounld pre
pent himself and the leiter to Thomas
Henley. He would do it that very
night., He rose from hie dinoer

“Where,” he inguired of the supar

clark, “does Thomns Henley
live: [ must see him tonlght,”

The directlions brought Mark &t
length luto the heart of & small com:

cillous

! wunity from which the ity still kept

at & humble distance, Nob so tho fog,
which was no respecter even of gllded
coloni=a, Prom a tall fron foneo sloped
& wide aweeping lawn doited pt pxact
Intervals with trees and shrubbery,
And In Hts center lovmed s groat
shudo vy mass, punctured by muny
wiinlows shooting broad Tuminous bars
into the fog. It was the castle of tho
thmer.

Hevproceeded with a boldness proper
to adventurers In Eldorndo, past the
wiiting carcinges that Hoed the grav
eled drivowny, to the wide veranda.
There he halted. From within eamns
the siraing of music and a gay clamor
of voless e could not know that !
on this night the tamer gave o foast,
& formal dedication of the new eastls
1o the entertiinment of his kind  But
he felt the hour to be Hlsulted to his
purpose,

Yet It was offectod,

Curlosity to look within enrried him
to & window, 'To hly wonduring gues
anfolded w vista of Irfsh  polut and
daumask sitin, carved mahogany and
marbla feares, glitframed  plotures
and silien rugs

And nmid this lavieh display of beaw
tlen parided o hovy Of Crostures soom:
fng ‘0 his excltnd fancy to  have
mepptd out of “Arablan Nights*

o'ty he sald, “will ke that®

While he stood thers & troop of men,
gurbed In o monotony of blnek and
white, marehed mto the room. At the
sme thine volees esme from another
wing af the veranda

Aund then he, son of the blncksmith
of Bethul, beonme & Bpectator ut the
birth of a project that for & brlef
put helllinnt perlod was to move the
world to hospnngs’

“Henlvy," ruld the fivst voloe, deen,
yot saftly flowing es honey, "1 have |
come to the time of e whon & man
of sensy puts away the lusts of the
funh—" |

"I vour digestion out of order? in- |
terruyted the second, sharper, loss
muslcal and with a sardonte guality
that delighted the Hstener "1 notieed
you didn't eat much touhght” |

“Ak! It {r more than stomach. It
is soul!" the mellow volea Rowed on
"My labors and luvestments huve baen
blossed with good fortune. Bo | am
now able to turp my energles to the
higher dutles, to dolug large things for
humanity. And lately my thoughts
have dwelt much on - philanthropy and
palsontology,”

The speaker, llke Briitus, paused for

B regly |
“Mam! Two 'p's" It came. "Quite
alliterative. Go on*™
“Henley, you ure the first to whom 1
have spoken of my puorpose It is
fixed, In what nobler work, what

mope feitily philanthropy, can a man
of wealth sugugn than o the develop
ment of the sclence of paleontology ?
Think, Heoley—to add to humanity’'s
knowledgs of the extinet Hfe that
camo befors our own! It 18 a labor
to fire the Imagination. And that s
my purpose. 1 shall bulld and endow
In this city the most complete pale
ontological fostitute in the world, and
bafora 1 lay aslde the project, & branch
tnetitution in each of the largest citieg
of the nution.” The volea trembled
wilh smotion,

There was a sound as of two hands
sharply meetlng. “Good! 1 see! Lt
the Bcotchman lock to his lawrels!
MueGregor may build his Hbraries, but
Quinby shall have his paloontologloal
Ineglputeat™

Mark wondered at the patlence of
tho answer. “Ah! You pre ploased to
Jest. But the projoct W pew 1y you
And," sighingly, “the young think ouly
of wealth and power.”

“My dear Mr. Quinby,” tha other

purred, “no man In hin sonses could
jest at  paleontology, — What the
davil!"”

Tha npeakers hgd turned the cormer
of the suranda and come upon the
eavesdroppor.  Thus for the firmt time
Mark Trultt looked upon the two men
In whose lvglons he was to conguer.
“Who has not In fancy's gollery o/l
pertradt of Jeremiah Quinby, |
from the priots of the day when his |
#tar awept so brilllant through the
#kyT The lofty brow seems to shejter
v vory ferment of noble projects. The
grave ayen and mouth apeak to us of
A grent poul pugulshed by the sight or'
suffering humanity's needs, which he
I bravely, pelfefacingly seckiug 0 |
rellinve,

Photogruphy has been less kind to
Thomas Henley, No philauthropy has
clalmed him s its apostla. And thoen
he wen & less promising subject for
the art. His body was sgust and
honvy; his faco was bony and ugly and |
arrogant, oftoy still further marrod by |
a cold, cynlenl woeer. A lessor pian, |
thus prescnted, would hayve been repuls |
wive, Yol from Henley rudiated a tro |
mondous vitality that made him mag
netic or compelling as he chose—the
dynamie quality that could galvanise & |
man or & reglmont to the mad effort |
he demanded.  After the first glance
Mark looksd po more upon Quinby;

 ha understood why the philanthroplst

had so meekly swallowed the [neg:
lence |

“This,” he thought, “is a man®

Heajey charged upon him, gripping
his arm.

"What the devil” he repegted, "
yau folng here ™

“Leoking into the window."

“What are you dolog thag for?”

“Beeause,” Mark spswered almply,
“l never sAwW ARy ke 1t before”

“Probably,” the
suggested nervously, baoking away,

“he s nome spoak thiel. Porhaps
Joud betier hold bim while I get

ST
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“Oly, don't be frightened” Honley
replied Leotectively. 71 wou't lut him
bite you "

The siardonic note was kgaln g
Murk, looking down st Honley

fie had the mdvantage of Wi chption
by hult & head—grinned tnyvolunturlly
and was himself led tnto Dnpudsance.

“No, [ won't bite you, Mr Quinby.”

Quinby took another stiep buackward,
hin ‘nervousness beeoming tiore mnl
fest.  “He Knows my tmme!  He ooy
be some crank who—"'

My dear sie!™  This time there Wias
A touch of Impatience I the wonls
“Guntlemen of your lmportanes must
expect thelr names to become house
hold wards.  If you'll feel emsler, #lop
irnnide while I sttend to this Pecplng
Tom. "

The philanthropist, still fnsensible —
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children would cherish
just such pictures of you. >

Has moved into its

New Quarters

Make the appointment
to-day.

Cherry's
Studio ,

Rapids, N. C. |

UPSTAIRS! Next to Bank
Bulding

Next to
First National Bank of Roanoke Rapids

Roanoke

Your Palronage Solicited

WRIGHTSVILLE BEACH

North Carolina’s Famous Resort

Everything Worth While in
Modern Amusements

- Hot Weather
Eatables

COOKED 0X TONCUE (SLICED)

DRIED BEEF SLICED . BATHING MUSIC FISHING
T . o BOATING PRIZES DANCING
FLORIDA STYLES PRESSED MEATS
N WEEK-END and SUMMER
b EXCURSION FARES

Via the

ATLANTIC COAST LINE

The Standard Railroad of the South

OLIVES PICKLES

Rosemary Supply
Company

Everything in Groceyies
Phone 33 Rosemary, N. C.

Rates of

For Schedules,
TICKET AGENTS,

Fares, ele., see
or address

T. C. WHITE,
Gen. Pass, Agent

W. J. CRAIG,
Pass. Trafl. Mgr.

Wilmington, N. C.




